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READING THE TREE LEAVES 


AUTUMN IS ELECTRIC 


THE WAY GOLD GINKGOS 
LIFT THEIR LEAVES TO AUTUMN SkY— 
CHARGED LIKE LIGHTNING BOLTS! 


CHEERLEADERS 
GOLD POMPOMS OUTSTRETCHED, 
GINKGOS LEAD THE SEASON'S CHEER: 
THANKSGIVING S COMING! 
GOLDFALL 
GINKGO-LEAF BLANKET 
NESTLES UPON AUTUMN GRASS: 
GLOWING, GOLDEN SNOW. 
HOUSEKEEPING 
IT'S SO NEAT TO SEE 
GINKGO LEAVES ON MACADAM, 
SHAPED LIKE DROLL BROOMSTICKS, 
INTENT ON THE TASK: 


SWEEPING AUTUMN REMNANTS UP, 
PREPPING FOR WINTER! 


DR. KAREN SCHRAMM 


AA Speech U/nheard 


Once the thought first entered m 
mind 

I considered returning the favor 
of mocking those 

that had mocked me. 

I! wanted to remind them 

of harsh judgments 

and unwarranted exclusions. 
But | digress, and hold my 
tongue— 

despite a lack of maturity on the 
parts of some 

and lack of respect on behalf of 
many. 

I realize that we no longer need 
to be one another's enemies. 

If 1 learned anything 

T hope it ts this; 

myself. 

If you pass through the Valley 
with no more knowledge on 
yourself 

than the day you entered 

you have missed out. 

Despite my short stature 

I will be the bigger person 

and bid you all 


a fond farewell 
and wish you the best. 





Brittney Soban 


She Could Lough 


She could laugh out toud, 
Gnd all the world would burgh with her 
Lit Kans’ fiet inten alhe Heinghoroin semen 


Th 4 one sound, 
Ct wold could fall for her 
Canthear her now, we me no more 


U the worldks a stage, her be every, actor 
don t dare confront ov name 


mean every, word on every page 


1m just worling for gow 
O CO me agornr 


) am unaffected by the things you do 
0 push me cman, 


Veolowntmattea whats w or do 


7m nol waiting the dow. to end 
1m just worling for gow 


o Co me agornr 





7m not-reade, for this right t6 end 
1m just warting for gow 


O Co me ago 


Stiven Sheets 


(Shoes Tied Tight 


(She always matches her jewelry perfectly. dler hair is never astrand out of place. der socks co- 
ordinate with her out t everyday and her lipstick is just the right shade. (She grew up ina house 
of eleven family members with one bathroom. dlorse back riding is her pastime and she is the 
biggest CElvis Presley fan anyone will ever meet. {his amazing woman is my grandmother and 
she will forever be an inspiration to me. 

Cilly grandfather, of course cannot be forgotten. have always had aspecial bond with (Papa as 
well; as a baby he always knew how to make me laugh and even today, we still share agood laugh 
every time we visit. He loves computers and anything involving technology. flmerican history 
and politics are interests of his as well; any and all comments on recent political events must be 
kept to oneself, however, to avoid a playful” brawl. (Papa has always tried to give me his best ad- 
vice and stay positive, but he became just as speechless as everyone else when he was informed 
of the news. 

Everything nally felt like it was falling into place. Cilly grandparents were both enjoying lite 

in retirement and decided to ful Il a dream of theirs: to live in dlorth (Carolina. They found the 
perfect house, in the perfect neighborhood with the pertect weather. little did they know that 
their lives would soon be turned upside-down. 

dit was after dinner one night, only months after (Grandma and (Papa had been living in dlorth 
(Carolina, when di found out. di was in my room when my parents called me into the living room. 
hesitantly walked down the hallway, sensing the dread in my mom's voice. (1 stood in front of 
my parents who were sitting on the couch and they looked back up at me. dilly mom spoke. 
‘(Grandma and Papa might be moving back up here to (Connecticut soon’. 

“OWhy?” was my only response di could think of to say. 

“(Grandma was just diagnosed with colon cancer and they would feel safer if they moved back 


closer to us”, my mom spoke slowly, 

Cilly mind went blank, ‘The harder d tried to digest this information, the more dif cult it was to 
understand. di knew she had some operations six years earlier to x minor problems but di never 
would have thought it would get to this point. {he room went silent and all d could hear was my 
heart pounding in my chest. 

The next few months were a blur. (lly grandparents were busy packing as much as they could 
and had a couple garage sales. {lly mom spent endless hours researching condos where we live 
and visiting them in order to nd the perfect place. Ckventually, it came the time when my grand- 
parents were going to put their house on the market. They were dreading the inevitable wait 

for someone to buy it in this time of economic distress, but they never lost hope. dlevertheless, 
amiracle occurred. Nhree days after they put the house on the market, there was a buyer. CEv- 
eryone was in shock, but we knew we were being watched over by an incredible power and very 
grateful for that. 

(Grandma and (Papa nally made it back to (Connecticut and began to move yet again into their 
new condo. Ckveryone did all they could to help them feel at home despite what they would have 
to deal with soon. 

‘(Deal with’. (On second thought, this was the wrong word choice. dt was more like overcome, 
ght, and defeat. (Grandma, at 67 years old, did not take this as an excuse to give up on life and 
wait for something good to happen. (She refused to let cancer take over her; she took over cancer. 
dlothing was going to bring her down, not achance. Ckven when she came home from chemo 
treatments, covered in blankets on the couch and could hardly move, she was always positive. 
(She kept herself busy with projects around the house when she had enough strength, sometimes 
working herself too hard. “here were good days and bad days, but either way, she never gave up 
faith. She was overcoming, ghting and determined to defeat cancer. 

ctor nine months, (Grandma went through chemo treatments. cilly mom found the perfect 
doctor, Br. Hobert (Cooper, who she had heard nothing but reassuring comments about. (Dr. 


(Cooper gave my family con dence that (Grandma was in good hands and we knew we could trust 
him. 
dls the ninth month was nearing, Grandma was making amazing progress. (Br. (Cooper was sat- 
is ed with the results from the treatments and Grandma was feeling great. di could see the light 
in her eyes when she gave me updates form the appointments and i was sensing it just might be 
the end of this arduous journey. 
Yo everyone's joy, Grandma went into remission. Cilly family was absolutely thrilled and a wave 
of relief swept over us. Ct was all over; no more treatments, no more appointments, the constant 
worry and stress of what had to be done next was gone. Grandma bounced around the house, 
bubbly and chipper. (She made sure to call everyone she could to inform them of the incredible 
news. 
(Grandma celebrated life everyday. There was never aday that went by where she took it for 
granted. Chvery day. 
low is the perfect time to mention how life is almost like running a1zace. Beginning at the 
starting point, you look down the road and you know anything can happen. (fl mile in, you could 
trip. Ctour miles in, you could get a pain in your stomach. CWithin the next few miles, you work 
on overcoming these interruptions and by the sixth mile, you feel like new again. CWhatever hap- 
pens, you know you have to reach the nish line and giving up is not an option. 
(Grandma never gave up in her race, even when a few extra miles were added on to the end. 
(On the eighth month of being in remission, the doctors detected more malignant tumors. The 
cancer was spreading and Grandma had no choice but to return for chemo treatments. dlobody 
could understand. (Just when the nish line was expected to be right around the corner, it was 
only another stretch of the course. 

(Grandma, being 68 going on 69, still continued to persevere. She grabbed cancer by the collar 


and assured it that she still had ght left in her. 
This was not going to be the last straw, not from (Gran 

he has recently had surgery to remove some tumors that developed in her lungs and the doc- 
tors were in disbelief how quickly she recovered. hey had never seen anyone (Grandma's age 
jump back into life so quickly. She went back home and began to consider other procedures to 
remove more tumors with (Dx. Cooper. hey decided that radiation would be the most ef cient 


method, so she is giving it a try, 

Ctor a month now, she has been going to receive radiation. (She is still consistently in high spirits 
is willing to do anything that will kick cancer out of her life. ler running shoes are still tied 

tight on her feet and my 





DOES IT MATTER 


DOES IT MATTER WHAT I SAY? 
DOES IT MATTER HOW I ACT? 
WILL THEY EVER UNDERSTAND? 
WILL THEY EVER READ A TRACK? 


LORD SOMETIMES ITS BRUTAL 
LORD SOMETIMES ITS HARD 
TO SHARE YOU WITH THOSE 

WHOSE HEARTS ARE CHARRED 


LORD YOU CALL US TO TELL 
LORD YOU CALL US TO SHARE 
THE STORY OF YOU LOVE 
AND THE SIN THAT YOU BEAK 


WHY THEN DOES IT SEEM SO HARD? 
WHY THEN DOES IT SEEM SO COMPLEX? 
IF YOU ARE MY GOD 
IP YOU ARE MY KEST 


BUT YOU ARE MY GOD 
BUT YOU ARE MY LIGHT 
AND | CANT DENY 
WHATS AHEAD IN MY SIGHT 


YOUR WORD DOES NOT RETURN EMPTY 
YOUR WORD DOES NOT FAIL 
IT ACHIEVES WHAT YOU DESIRE 
THROUGH EVERY MALE AND FEMALE 


SO I THANK YOU FOR YOU 
SO | THANK YOU FOR YOUR WORD 
HELP ME TO BE YOUR SERVANT 
TO THOSE WHO HAVE NOT HEARD 


DESTINEE HORNING 





Perseverance 


a naniiem ena ccm emia n Cmte turned and left me here. 
With no direction, Il face my fear. 
I stand on the dark side of this heartless earth 
While light shines on the new birth 


Trembling knees hold a weak, defenseless being 
While the presence mE em cae I am not seeing. 
Find the sound of silence drives one mad; 


how to forget It PMP ete aaras Artem 


And shaky hands hold an unsteady world 
Ain unfit mother hold a little baby girl 
An old SeaAEL cord holds an ever—learning brain 


Two young lovers hold each other in the rain 


We hold on tight and try never to be parted 
But everything ends and eae aya COL started. 
Find the tightest of grip or the strongest eae aay ta 
Oe laae cma atom ae hand. 


ete iit: 


4st Place, Literature Prize Winer 





I ee ae 


ah FS 
nmy Ue 


Te ke ee shint 
SD passion 7 
ction tells me to stop, 
by AG Pe mee 
Pr cua a TA AML 
Pra ease 
Fae 
DY ALL ation. 
Journeys TS n the metal, 

Pa ee Se ee 


But Pare 
aa is burning ae 


Wye! said, the 
Saying to £ Pe Tye PPLE 


Mocking adventure are kon FAY eae 
From PO instinct, We must PTAA 


UA RL 
And it only sp 
| dle 
And at kk 
Pea a Agta 
RT <4 5TR accidents, 


John era 


De aes 1 jaa Lo 





Even | 


| watch from the shadows, judging all, judging none. 
| see the battles, the war, the skirmishes that are won. 
Away from the dust, away from the blood, 

I drink from the tears and dance to the screams. 
Emptying my soul into a gaping black hole 

Where nothing is quite as it seems. 
When the dust clears, Who lost? Who won? 
Neither matters when the day is done. 
lam the earth that soaks up the blood. 
| know only misery lies in the red mud. 
| have seen darkness. | have seen light. 
| am the greyness that strides in twilight. 
But true evil cannot be denied. 
And even I, the mist and the sky, 
Scorn your pride. 
Even I, the mist and the sky, must cry: 
AWAKE! AWAKE! SEE WHAT YOU DO! 
But you are deaf and so continue. 
| send you signs that tell you to halt 
But you are blind and advance your assault. 
To end your troubles you never tried, 
Even when for peace your allies applied. 


Treaties were signed, agreements made, 


And when backs were turned you drew your blade. 
You rally your allies, you tell them your pain, 

You build up an army with nothing to gain. 

But your soldiers are not blind, your horses not dumb. 
They see your treachery and where it stems from. 
Your fountain of hate, your river of sorrow, 

Will not bring armies at the dawn of the morrow. 
You leave for battle, completely alone, 

And yet you fight with a heart of stone. 

Your slaughter is merciless, your victories great, 
Except that misery is never their fate. 

Your enemies are joyful. They mount in number 
While you have no allies, no prizes or plunder. 
You follow the darkness, you seek the shadows, 
You fight when there is no enemy to battle. 

You will sink. You will fall. 

The darkness will consume you, all. 

And even I, the mist and the sky, 

Who for justice cry and cry, 

Who judges none and judges all 

Will not utter a single sigh. 


Amy Keiter 


3rd Place, Literature Prize Winner 
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He pulls ouk his lighter, there's a song in the background, 
much significance he soon will have ound. 
The song, so relevant, s0 much if iv 2 
Continues to drag as notes continue to | 
P will be heard another day. 
he surely will verkure back o 
Jo smoke ano with lungs of Lak. 
Sensation of nicotine as the chorus | 
The climan in an otherwise repetitive beak. 

Down to the filter, and to the floor it descends, 
Simultaneously, the music comes, bo an end 
And he thinks of songs fading, and of burning cigarettes, 

says, “The hack thal we are equal is w will never gel.” 


ohn Giuski 


10 


he [Slessings that le Overlooked 


OMe een: karan 
On the worst oy Ce 
aya éprung up RTE Tn ele 
eds an tee 
And the vibrant colore Pe, 
Le Te a Tee grown 
ena. ees Oy ei heres 
DOere 50 ELLE LALO. 


Pea Ree ORM corey) Pa OLZ12) LT 
ee eT mm ree 
Oa re BRT in itd PY 
BAM ere aL cere MLR anc? 
Sra eRe al and debris all around 
SF CR er Le ground. 
OUT Bae Oy Pe me CUTS ML Wee 
Ear eae LPM ey Oy) eee 


a ee eee had a dream 
ON Mn eoRe Lee FEY Meee 
OLY ce eA edb 
eee Me ae ere rTM Ye 
(ut look at us now, FMT mee 
Oper Tea a Vision, 1d Pl Ree ae re 
VVOhen all eee eee oa RTI Meron turned. 
Sa ed arene era when old bridges ene Tee 


hat hares Pam Meal ly 
Ea me ae ore ance place. 

Jt grew PERE Mere Mel MLS 
And beat the PRY Oy) Te before 
TLL eho aah 
Life goed back to where it started 
OE. Tage Maas or when Te a 
Peake ee is lost PITT Prac 


ea eee 





Delusion 


Her Tongue WAS spud paper on ny tear staicken cheeks 

as my teardrops dropped, tianing into ouds, clouding the puddle of temas 
The clouds sponded. wood ep BS * hit the concrete ftoos. Snelling pf weet fragrance ) looked down and 
saw a herd of small Hel teins ouching thein smooth hides, ] sealized that the clouds, were tianing into 
cows, Looking at the little crea tines ) tasted the Sotheny dobben Coming fom one of thein tongues, 
Tasting her nelly breath caused my taste buds to cower, 

AS lilies cower when the wind s whinl pround. them. 

Her tongue prew soft with eiery soppy dap 

ter udder WAS empty, 

Crh du lieber 

Ewes 9 empty, the weight of it caused it to besin to seprrnte from the body. 

Whot § wrong with her? 

The Superior udder of dein WAS sidderky fn breese i" the WM SMmmer, 

The Hol stein Was shed together like a ble of shaw, wonting To come mpaat but foiking to. 

Lhe quickly picked wp her udder, licked the cases and stick it back together, 

Furs BS if Desto hensel WAS licking ewlelopes, 


1 were Heine to be my head of cows, 
he yonqcous COWS Were Mine. 
Ves, the countless Sotheny tongues and shimmering hides, were mine, 


Howdy miss, said ee the cow 
i 








The weet prasuance Of Cows, woke me wp. 





Vestine Horning 












Photo by Ashley Decker 
Two Kinds of Green 


Let's say there are two kinds of green 
One kind you have, one kind you see 
Oh how nice that second kind of green 
Appears to be 


But take the first within your hand 

And hold it tight, it's yours to keep 

Think about how boring life would be 
Without this green 


The green you hold is yours alone 
he green you see is shared with me 
Tell me why you want to turn our green 
Into your green 


| knew a person like you once 

He had an etyrocting Sean 

Frightened was he when he had to choose 
Between the greens 


“It's just a dream — it can't hurt me,” 
he man said as he chose a green 
Sad he was when he woke up, for he 
Saw not a thing 


Steven Sheets 


More to Life 
Iam copper patina. 
Iam rust. 


thick grown through the passage of time 
slow and dull and flaking 


these words clog my arteries 
brain waves claimed by arrhythmia 


muses Choke; anoxia 

blue faces accusing as downturning 
they breathe out bubbles 

and inhale a final resting place promise 


say anything, say anything. 


I am not alone 

and I am not finished 

but please take me home 

give me something to describe tomorrow 
give me something to become tonight 


all I can say, what do you sayr 


you're a terrible depravity 
I need your monster breath against the back of my knees 
start the trembling in my lips and gape my ribs 
to the merciful clutches of whatever else there ts 


I am chemical reactions. 
& 
I am bored. 


Lela Berger 


Photo by Jessica Moore 


“Hour Glass” 


The highs and lows always sought out. 
The level ground always leaves doubt. 
The middle gray, 
Like yesterday, 
It’s all so plain, 
It’s all the same. 
The hour glass wants to be heard. 
“Time wasted average is absurd.” 


John Giusti 


Di-t 


The vehicle has stopped, and all I smell is dirt. I hear this screaming. Who is screaming? 
Will somebody stop that screaming? Alas I sit here, all alone. There is no one here but me 
and this overturned vehicle. 

Not even a minute ago I was driving to grab a bike to eat Now as I sit by this upside down 
piece of iron alll I feel is the sun on my back. Shut up already! Everyone heard you! You 
can final, stop screaming! Ouiside there are bird chirping and the sound of fluids siz- 
2bing on heated iron, but alone inside I scream. 

My body is numb as welll a5 muy senses, however T am SOL crashing. Despite the lack of 
otner Senses, I am still cursed with the ability te smell. Dit, dirt, oolotag is Bvered in 
dirt; it covers the heap of twisted metal and ines to muy Skin. 

Finally! Tie serbaining has chilled and muy senges shat te rehuncirbulfedt, Bickel. wale 
by, how T hate, how I loathe this Seine. of beauty and innocence. Nota single worry t 
floats on a whimsy chile T sit and Cet the seseat bead then run down ad f baff covered 









face. It is as if the “eben. beating wings are (iio — qe action = As T sit | 
the hate becomes too much. It is your fault! You're te reasor-T fn in this hell! T scream 
it again and again until my thoughts become hoarse; soe it becomes a personal chant. 
The only thing left to do is walk, walk and search. for Savior from. this pis of rust and 
dirt. No matter how far I walk or how fast T run T wilh never fevaad > Hel e 
aesesy the dct Help to silence these thoushls but alone T sit and break a 
Nothing coil ever ever get rid of the dirt I may ae ake muy Skin, nb T wil es a 
the dirt And no matter where I go the dirt will ih rernain, 





> te WOES oo 









Zeke Pule 












Sa Yo A Light 


We surnenden oundelree to the night, 


UMA OZ, EE aD | 


- 


En eA RNAS) 
Give our Bored a good cold lek, 
Cae 

d ud float along that Miley Wag, | 
RL a Laas 


ee De ae OR A aa) 
Ta ees 
nd well burn together in the Noxthen Lights 


NOM LT 


Ta mel 













“Eternal Spring 


You hold me; 


The world stops. 
You let go; 

My heart drops. 

Life keeps moving 
But | want it slow. 
You control the pace, 
So don't let me go. 
Ease all my pain; 
Just show your face. 
Seal it with a kiss, 
Just in case, 

There’s much on my mind 
But | only want you. 
Billions of people, 

But only two 

That mean my world, 
And everything, 

Just you and me, 

In Eternal Spring. 





John Giusti 


Photo by Stacy Cy = 7 


Oh, uup Citdle onez, 
lreze will be x nroonlezy nighl 
Wie carcazg, 9 pour. 

bud never weak. ohn no, never weak, 
Cook of ny perl, exe pyramid nilary, 
how) cour pink then wie bore, ond puck up he mariw of he mnocend;— 
butted] tip ny troot dor ond hol « goifilled garg for then 
Oh uup Cite orez, 
you nuryl iter Lope Lopettier, 
plate your Aouiunance, and Coad the citer, to pofele- 
tr ordler for Whe war Lo he wor. 
7 wniched thenr pir her iva col Powade dawn peck 
utnen ( sioep fege oe Citdle one aruppelf. 
 perecwned out" / pereorned 
vA Cyl ete magjncre, AOE Of # LL , 
ONL pil he dae il pe lbs” 
becouzge phe would nol give wp 
but ne are we eee and ue ace nol FZ poincle tp, 
plead Hadend bz/ 

fr 


Dir ule Cove osc pow nul Cove. 
SS Bt nz ip ovr heady down and hot our onguiph lo he earth 
one Cagl time Lo 
and ue utll yee each cltier y 
wher you are packing ont Witte pour Cities one7 
on w niwonle?y night Yf poovenger}. 


My Descent” 


Why did I ever stare upon the night 
with the sky sodden with luminous stars? 
lhe light that radiated took me far 
away from the normal, they shined so bright. 
I should have known they would not give off light 
the day after, when skies were filled with far.. 
Lhe atmosphere was, from then on, sub-par 
oo to the darkness when I took flight. 

ut I was forewarned about the descent 
I would experience from the viewing 
of such beauty, and so much time was spent 
watching it; now withdrawal is brewing. 
I was forewarned, but out of hunger dined 
in starry nights; for a moment I shined. 


John Giusti 
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Photo by Paige Seitz 
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And even 
Can’t keep me from 





A Chisel 


A chisel 
Can be used as a screwdriver 
To unscrew screws 
Orta RIK Ake etch 
To hammer in a nail 
Can be used as a putty knife 
SR aC ee aSe ATA AYA 
Can be used as a mers 
Bera ery es 1 
Can be used as a chisel 
oe a, and Meme Oc 
oi Mae ane TAY (oe 
Everything but awhat a chisel 
hy Sy re Ta TCT A ius 
Jt becomes nol a 
on en do we expect it 





wee re anys e 


co W , are WW a Wehah a ie be ac Maks 3 f 3 


Nr TATRA re 
For what it should be used for 
And not dull it YR, 
ia rs Arrant, ah ra 


Destinee ara 
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i Wear Ciothes 


i wear ciothes. — 

Not hecause I think theyre comfortable, or because they keep me warn, 

But hecause if 18 ob bscene not to. 

Im not sure when or why the physical n nature of the human hody hecame 
nscene. — 

But at this moment it is, and so I cover it. 

I cover one of the only parts of myself that is completely true and natu- 

rai, ) | 

Hecause heing natural is obscene, 

And I dont know why. | 


i keep my hair cut short. 

Wot because I ‘think it looks nice, or because it keeps me cool, 

But hecause it is unprofessional not To. 
Im not sure when or why the zength of ones hair hecame refiective of Their 

competence. 

But at this moment at is, and so I cut it. 

i cut short one of ' che oniy ey ts of myself That is compieteiy true and 
natural, 

Because being nat tural is unprofessional, 

And I dont KnLOW vey. 


I speak very few words. 
Not because I z am incapable of speech, or hecause I dont have much to Say, 
But because ait is offensive co. speak one's unrestrict ed mind. 

Im not sure when or why the demonstrat tion of iogicai reasoning hecame of- 
fensive. : : | | [8 
But at this moment. it is, and so I keep it to myself. 
Tt silence one of the onl uy — of — that 18 compieteiy true and natu- 
ral : 
Because being natural is offensive, 
And I dont } know why. | 


S ceven 4 Sheets | 


Photo by Jessica Moore 
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Photo by Ashley Palkowetz 
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The Liberal Libertarian 


Benjamin Bradley, known as the “Liberal Libertarian,” is the only candidate from a ma- 
jor political party to ever receive less than one percent of the vote in a general election 
for the U. S. Senate. “BB,” as he was dubbed in the press, made his mark in history in 
Pennsylvania in a Senate race against John Kennedy Bush, a two term incumbent. 


Many historians have postulated that to lose this badly, Mr. Bradley must have been 
trying to lose the election on purpose. However, correspondence and video from the pe- 
riod clearly indicates that this was not the case. There are still a number of unanswered 
questions, but many of the facts are unassailable. 


Mr. Bradley grew up in Abington, Pennsylvania, a northern suburb of Philadelphia. 
There is nothing notable from his early years: he received an undergraduate degree from a 
small liberal arts college and then his PhD in political science from Penn State. He was 
an Assistant Professor at Kane College when fate took his hand. 


John Kennedy Bush was running for his third term in the Senate. He was a direct de- 
scendent of John F. Kennedy, George H. W. Bush (a former President of the United 
States), and Walt Disney (founder/creator of Disneyland). Mr. Bush was enjoying an 
88% approval rating entering this election. The opposition party had a difficult time field- 
ing a nominee to run against him. A nominee was finally chosen, Barney “Ace” Breeder, 
whose past political experience was as president of a school board in Altoona, Penn- 
sylvania. In the Senate campaign, Ace seemed to gain a little traction with his stump 
speech that every child would be a genius if the education system could be reformed and 
the standardized testing simplified “just a little.” Unfortunately for Mr. Breeder, he was 
killed leaving a debate with Senator Bush in August of the election year. Mr. Breeder 
died when Mr. Bush’s campaign bus, the “As You Like It Local” (1), ran him down in 
the parking lot(2). 


Although conspiracy theorists have written thousands of essays on the subject, there is no 
evidence that the death of Mr. Breeder was anything but a tragic accident. At the time 
of his death, Mr. Breeder was behind in the polls to Mr. Bush by a 15% to 84% margin 
with 1% reporting “who really cares”. So, there was no apparent reason for Senator Bush 
to want Ace out of the election. The driver of the bus testified that due to darkness, rain, 
and Ace’s signature attire - a black suit, black shirt, and black tie - he was difficult to 
see. Video records from the debate indicate that Mr. Breeder was difficult to see even in 
during the debate. In addition, Ace’s blood alcohol level was high due to a quick celebra- 
tion party after the debate. (The celebration was apparently due to the fact that Ace had 
not hyperventilated and passed out as he had in the previous debate. It is one of the great 
political ironies that Ace would probably have made it to the general election if he had 
just stayed on message and hyperventilated.) 


1. The name of the bus has been subject to some speculation. Mr. Bush had once played 
Jaques de Bois in a high school play and this made him a life long fan of Shakespeare. He 
was also fond of saying “all real estate, good pizza, and politics are local.” 2. This trag- 
edy was the genesis of the expression that became slang for a pedestrian being run down 
by a vehicle e.g. “He lost his debate with a Toyota - Pennsylvania style.” The first to use 
this expression was probably the noted comic Paulie “Pay Pal” Patterson. 

With just ten weeks to the election, the opposition party was in desperate need of a can- 
didate. It appears that the first choice as a replacement was Ace’s wife of three years, 
Ventura Breeder. 

However, a background search uncovered that she had not graduated from Harvard as she 
had claimed on an employment application. Instead, she was a graduate of the Massey 
School of Cosmetology and Fashion. This was seen as an insufficient background for a 
Senate candidate running on an education platform, as her grade point average was only 
2.2. (She did receive an “A” in a course titled: “The History of Mascara’’.) 


The practical wing of the opposition party now took the initiative. While they could have 
chosen to let Bush run unopposed, it seemed a shame to waste all the balloons and give 
back the $22 million in the campaign treasury. On the other hand, there were thousands 
of posters, bumper stickers and flyers touting “A Future of Breeder Education”. The 
solution was simple. Find a candidate who was an educator and who had a last name 
that was close to “Breeder” so that all the campaign literature could be altered with a few 
quick strokes from a Sharpie. By cross-checking voter roles against a subscription list of 
the Chronicle of Higher Education, out popped Benjamin Bradley. And even though Mr. 
Bradley had never run for public office , was a registered independent, and it is difficult to 
make an “L” out of a “D”, he found himself approached to be a Senate nominee. 


Ben Bradley at first expressed a reluctance to run for office. He correctly pointed out that 
he had zero name recognition and was not really up to date on the issues that mattered to 
Pennsylvania. His thesis had been: Andrew Jackson’s Tragic Mistake: Adding the Post- 
master General to the Cabinet. He had been teaching American Politics: 1776 to 1852 
for the last twelve years while doing research on the Whig crossover vote in the 1848 
election. He was not up to date on the Near East, the Middle East, or the Far East. He 
was unsure he could do justice to the high office if he won the election. 


Party leaders explained his inexperience could be his big advantage in the election. He 
did not have any previous votes he would have to explain. He would not have any special 
interests he owed anything to. He could talk about real education in the trenches with 
the students. The rest he could make up as he went along. In the end, his father pre- 
vailed on him to run because one perk would be box seats to Philadelphia Phillies games. 


Mr. Bradley’s nomination at first appeared inspired. The polls indicated a significant 
“dead man” bounce as the sympathy vote took hold. In spite of never holding political 
office or making one speech outside a classroom, BB found himself with polling numbers 
indicating that he would capture 28% of the vote if the election were held in the week fol- 
lowing Mr. Breeder’s death. 


His first press conference was even more stunning to the political establishment. The 
press conference was held outside on the grounds of Kane College. A hastily erected 
platform was installed in front of a line of shrubbery. Over Mr. Bradley’s left shoulder 

a shadow appeared due to uneven coloring on one of the shrubs (either an arborvitae or 

a small juniper). On camera, the shading difference appeared as a likeness of Abraham 
Lincoln in profile. This image appeared in every news broadcast in Pennsylvania and 

on CNN. Due to a gentle breeze that day, Honest Abe seemed to nod in agreement at 
everything Bradley said. During Q&A with the press, a slightly bewildered BB found 
himself dealing with issue after issue for which he had no specific answers. Instead, he 
reverted instinctively to a technique he used in class when a bright student asked too diffi- 
cult a question. Mr. Bradley proceeded to make up his own question and give an answer 
based on the Constitution, the Declaration of Independence, or the Bill of Rights. He also 
threw in ten minutes on the origin and meaning of the United States flag. 


The result of the press conference was stunning. BB’s approval rating indicated that 75% 
of those polled thought he was a true American patriot. Those who would vote for him in 
a general election, though perhaps not this one, reached 44%. The Bush camp started to 
take BB’s campaign very seriously. They demanded a debate between the candidates. 


This became a great turning point in history. Mr. Bradley’s instinct was to refuse to 
debate. If he had just followed that instinct, who knows what would have happened. 
Perhaps he could have won the election, as momentum was certainly on his side. Even 
a close loss might have altered history, giving Senator Bush less of a perceived mandate 
to proceed down the outspoken and ultimately self-destructive path he later followed. We 
will never know. Ultimately, it was his family and party leaders who convinced him to 
participate in the “Debacle Debate”. It is said that an all expenses paid trip to Holly- 
wood for his brother provided the final push. Ben Bradley agreed to an October debate. 


In an e-mail to a high school friend that Mr. Bradley wrote ten years later, BB provided 
some insight as to his state of mind and strategy for the debate. He wondered how long 
he could keep up the charade of being asked one question and answering one of his own 
choosing. Surely the average citizen would eventually catch on. And the Lincoln visage 
had begun to get into his head. Lincoln was just outside his area of expertise, so he began 
to read books on Lincoln and became inspired by Lincoln’s willingness to work with oppo- 
sition leaders and his reputation for honesty. He began to read the newspaper and formu- 
late ideas on policy. And so, BB’s self-destructive debate strategy was born. Mr. Bradley 
would be complimentary and respectful towards his opponent and he would tell the truth. 
It was a terrible political decision. 


The debate was held on a Sunday afternoon in early October in an auditorium on the 
grounds of Carnegie Mellon University. The TV rating for the debate made it the most 
watched show in Pennsylvania television history. (The ratings for the debate were prob- 
ably amplified because the debate was the lead-in for game one of the World Series match- 
ing the Philadelphia Phillies against the New York Yankees.) 


>_—_—, 


The debate followed the “pull a rabbit out of a hat” format popularized by the NBA draft. 
A total of 99 topics or sentence fragments were projected on the walls of the auditorium 
and identified by number. The moderator had a large Alice in Wonderland hat in front of 
her with tiles numbered 1 to 99 in the hat. A tile was chosen, the number announced, 
and each candidate would alternately give a free response to the topic. At the end of the 
debate, each candidate would be given three minutes to sum up their respective positions. 


The candidates came on to the stage, shook hands, and the first number was drawn. It 
corresponded to the phrase “right to bear arms”. Senator Bush responded first. In a clas- 
sic 30 second sound bite, he declared that citizens had the right to own and protect them- 
selves with any weapon just south of a bazooka. Mr. Bradley started out his response 

by complementing Mr. Bush on his suit and choice of tie for the occasion. He then gave 
a rambling eight minute monolog on the various possible intents of the founding fathers 
with regard to guns and militia. He finally finished by saying that he personally didn’t 
like guns, never owned one, and thought that if someone must have one then, because of 
the danger it presented to innocent people and children, it should be kept in the residence 
unloaded with the ammunition under lock and key, and be limited to projectile shooting 
devices of very low caliber. 


The second number drawn was “three” and that corresponded to “privacy”. Mr. Bradley 
started out his answer by complementing Mr. Bush on his sponsorship of a bill to create a 
stamp celebrating the cheesesteak He then launched into his belief that consenting adults 
in a private residence should be allowed to do whatever they want without government in- 
terference or scrutiny. The only exception he made was with regard to children living in 
that household. “Children must be protected by the government to prevent prejudices and 
misinformation being passed on from generation to generation.”, he said. Bradley would 
require all students to spend at least part of a school year in a public school where science 
and all religions would be explained and discussed. BB finished with the thought that 
once a child reached 18 years of age they would be capable of making their own informed 
decisions about life and what they believed in. 


Senator Bush seemed stunned by Mr. Bradley’s words. He stared at him for ten seconds 
before launching into a perfect 25 second sound bite about how religion was the most 
important thing in his life and how he never made any important decision without praying 
first. The moderator did not point out that privacy was the chosen topic. But, by sheer 
coincidence, the next topic drawn was “religion”. Senator Bush repeated his 25 second 
sound bite word for word and then added a touching story of how his belief in God had 
pulled him through a terrible ordeal when he was in the Coast Guard. 


Bradley’s response to “religion” was that he thought Jefferson and Adams were very clear 
that religion was to be kept separate from government. People should be free to practice 
any religion, as long as it did not infringe upon the rights of others. But all government 
decisions must be made with regard to what is best for society and not based on any re- 
ligious doctrine. He added helpfully that he personally was an agnostic and therefore 


he could equally represent any person of any faith. He closed by saying how pretty the 
church looked as a backdrop in the commercial that Mr. Bush had run on every TV sta- 
tion in Pennsylvania. 


At this point, everyone but Mr. Bradley seemed confused. The auditorium crowd which 
had applauded every statement by Mr. Bush, at first sat in an eerie silence after Mr. 
Bradley finished each declaration. People began looking at each other while shaking their 
heads. A low murmur became background noise in the theatre. The next number pre- 
sented “taxes”. Senator Bush with great excitement and energy said that taxes were too 
high for everyone, especially the middle class. He vowed to fight to lower taxes and make 
big business “pay its fair share”. Mr. Bradley started by saying how much he admired 
the work that Senator Bush had done in pointing out the plight of the laurel. BB then 

hit his stride with taxes. He said that it was potentially dangerous to focus just on big 
business with regard to taxes. He viewed the free market system as flawed and it was the 
responsibility of government to fix these flaws. Infrastructure investments were horribly 
under allocated. Social Security was under-funded. Government needed more money to 
fix these problems not less. The problem with going after business was that you interfered 
with the profit signals that lets a free market allocate its resources. Bradley felt that if 
anything was over funded, it was Congress and the Washington government structure. He 
advocated increasing the personal taxes of individuals to pay for new roads and health care 
and to cut compensation and the number of Federal employees. 


The debate was essentially over in the minds of the viewers at that point. Mr. Bradley 
continued to distinguish himself from the mainstream with regard to the topics of nuclear 
weapons (he would never use them), air pollution (“people need to use more public trans- 
portation and walk more”), and free trade (the freer the better). He said that if “alcohol 
is legal then marijuana should be legal.” He said of prostitution: “What is the difference 
between someone paying for one night of sex and someone in their seventies marrying a 
girl in her twenties? Both are essentially service contracts with one being a short-term 
contract and the other of a longer term.” The last topic and response is probably the most 
famous from the debate. The last topic was: “extra-marital affairs and holders of politi- 
cal office”. Bradley’s response became a classic video. He said, “Of course, most of the 
great Presidents of The United States have had extra-marital affairs. It may be one of 
the required perks of office. I don’t know how I would react if given the opportunity. But 
I suppose if things were not going so great with my marriage, I might jump in with both 
hands.” 


Finally it was time to sum up. Mr. Bradley went first and began by saying what an hon- 
or it was to be on the same stage with Senator Bush. He complemented Mr. Bush’s years 
of service and his dedication to the Senate. Mr. Bradley advocated listening and compro- 
mise when dealing with other countries and other cultures. He thought we should work 

to eliminate nuclear weapons and to permanently protect the environment. He said that 
affirmative action should be limited to extreme cases because it was usually a matter of 
“discriminating against people in the present to make up for discrimination in the past.” 
He finished by saying how people when voting should look at the whole candidate and not 


make their decisions based on one stance on one issue. He said that if a voter was in- 
clined to make up his mind based on the specific resolution of one issue, that voter should 
probably not vote for him. 


Bush sensed blood and went for the kill. Continually pointing at Bradley he said: “The 
choice in this election is quite clear. My opponent is going to raise your taxes and leave 
you to defend your home against hardened criminals with just a BB gun in your hands. 
He doesn’t have the guts to use nuclear weapons against those that seek to destroy our 
American way of life. He is a womanizing atheist who by example would destroy the mor- 
als of our next generation. He seeks to forcibly remove your children from your home to 
indoctrinate them into his godless, hopeless philosophy. He favors big business over the 
little guy and would be a slave to their lobbyists and interests. He wants to take away 
your car and return us to the horse and buggy days. He is ready to ship your job over- 
seas. He is an educational elitist disciple of Machiavelli. He is more dangerous than 
Hitler and Caligula rolled into one. He is a liberal masquerading in libertarian clothing.” 


At the conclusion of Bush’s speech, the candidates and the moderator met at the center of 
the stage to shake hands and wave to the audience. Bush put his arm around Bradley’s 
shoulder, waved enthusiastically to the crowd, beaming. Ben Bradley looked as if he were 
in shock, his face ashen. He was unable to speak for three days. There were no more 
debates and all campaign appearances for Bradley were cancelled. A month later, Sena- 
tor Bush won the greatest landslide victory in American political history. 


Bradley returned to teaching a changed man. It was fortunate for him that he had tenure 
at Kane, as his classroom performance deteriorated. In the middle of a sentence about 
Henry Clay or Daniel Webster he would often stop speaking and stare out the window. 
His class getting up and departing during these interludes did not seem to have an effect 
on him. It is said that he never accepted pennies as change because of the likeness of 
Abraham Lincoln on one side of the coin. 


Academics have argued Benjamin Bradley’s place in history. One school of thought is 
that fate placed him in a position to stop John Kennedy Bush in his tracks and he failed 
to do so because he didn’t have the character or foresight. Others say this isn’t a fair as- 
sessment. Bradley never sought political office, it sought him. At the point in time of this 
election, there was no indication that Senator Bush would turn out to be the historical 
disaster he became. Benjamin Bradley died during a minor medical procedure. His last 
recorded words, when asked how he was feeling, were “No comment”. Perhaps he had 
learned something from his experience. 


Larry Stelmach 
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If yok had told me 30 years ago that today I'd be modeling for art/figure 
drawing classes at my age, | would have said, "No way! NotI, | never 
thought I'd have so many different jobs, As a workaholic son of a strawberry 
farmer from Oregon who moved to PA to marry, | began early on to assume 
different jobs or skills that others counted on me to do, | had paid for voice 
lessons from a retired opera singer in Oregon by picking berries on her and 
her husband's farm becahse my dad did not think the voice was a mhsical in- 
strument, If | wanted to study singing, | had to pay for my own lessons, |n 
churches, elementary school, high school, and university | sang in chorhses, 
operettas, oratorios, and operas, My high school yearbook pictures me with 
the line, "Most talented," and | sang “Without A Song” at my high school 
gradation, | have been paid $100,00 to sing solos in churches, That more 
than recokped the money | spent training my voice, Soon after marriage and 
finishing a doctoral program, | began « four-decades long professorship at a 
local Pennsylvania college of agriculture, Teaching many courses in language, 
liberal arts, and speech groomed me for becoming a platform person addition 
to becoming a landlord, a chauffeur, and a massage therapist. 

Always wondering if | would become a good father, | thrilled at the birth of a 
dangter, whom | told could choose any profession, Now as a mid-30 s young 
adult/physician, praise for her impeccable, caring service to her patients and 
association with colleagues comes back to me by the grapevine, Satisfied that 
my wife and| had made « wonderful contribution to this world, | was ready to 
enjoy a remaining restful life and professorial career, 

But eleven years ago when | trained for deep muscle massage therapy, & 
classmate of that massage school became my massage therapist, He said he 
was «model for art classes and encouraged me to model for art classes too, 
My response was, “| with no 6-pack abs should model?" He said that male 
models are hard to find and that | should go to the university where he models, 
"And besides," he said, "I've seen and massaged your body! It is toned and you 
work out daily,” 

Upon my initial interview with the art instructor whom he worked for, | was 
booked for four sessions, and after the first class the instructor said, “You are 
a good model,” That accolade encouraged me to seek other schools/colleges of 


ACY 


art or to respond to phone calls from directors of art schools who said, We 
got your name from art school and heard you are good; could you model for 
ns?" My positive response has taken me to17 different schools of art in the 
intervening eleven years within a radians of fifty 

miles, modeling for almost 30 different instructors, each of whom has his or 
her own demands on a model—from short gesture poses to longer standing 

or seated ones—all of which | still do, It also helps that I'm a workaholic and 
have trobble saying No. to requests, 
A female model greeted me at the first university where | modeled, It was the 
very night that art students could cither go to an art show at @ nearby city 
ot stay and draw me, When they all opted to go to the muasenm, the instructor 
said | would be paid becakse | showed wp, Then the female model, who arrived 
to go to the musenm, stepped forward and introduced herself to me by say- 
ing, So you're the star model!" | was floored and replied, “How so?” She said | 
had the reputation of being one of the finest models the university has, In the 
eleven years of modeling at 17 different schools of art I've never cancelled—as 
some males do—or artived late for a class, regardless of the weather. 

My massage therapist/model once fell asleep on a stool during a pose and 
broke some ribs, Another model fell off his bicycle, only to crack teeth and 
bones, and was hnable to work, I've been more fortunate, and art teachers 
have called me at the last minute to fill in for sidelined models, A more recent 
teacher in a college art class asked for short gesture poses and after about 
half an hour of my work he threw up his hands and said, lve never seen a 
model able to do poses like this,” The thousands of drawings of me by art 
students will add modeling to being a husband and father, 

Thinking that producing a shecessfhl danghter was a skfficient contribution to 
life, “| never thought I'd, ,," has become “| think | can, | think | can, | think | 
can to "| thought | could, | knew | could,” just as The Little Engine that Could 
did, 


Richard Ziemer 





peter pan only crowed at dawn 


Bonne never too young 
oY an ything 

Yfou've just less experienced 
ano move easily abpected 


Oh for the years when you didn't know 


how to wall ob your heavt 

-_ you needed to avoid walking in the dead of 
night 

what all the diseases ave that you can € control 
who society was going to force you to become 
where people go when they don t want to be ‘nor- 
mal anymore 

when death was parceled and humans found in- 
humanity, when horvific things were done 


out of fear, 
out of obedience, 
ou€ of misunderstanding 


Breathe deep but you ll never go back there 


pees echoes through the ages 
e 


cause this is what growing up is about 
it's fear ano understanding 
its knowledge ano depression 
i€s pain an pleasuve 
Someday you ll taste the ivony 
bitter on your tongue 
mind swimming with regret, 
veins twinging with disgust 
“And just look at how grown up you are!” 
and stars will become bearers of wishes again 


Lela Berger 
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Battles 


It kills me that you'll never know, 
that half my heart is yours. 

My mind’s a constant battlefield; 

love's waging all these wars. 

I must confess, I don’t know how 
you ve winded me this way. 

No simple explanation 


why I love you to this day. 


Although I know we can never be, 
my mind still plays these games. 
Like shadows painting pictures 
deep in trenches of my brain. 
Your name Is like an echo, 

even when youre not around. 
Imagination versus clarity 
makes me cling to solid ground. 
Impaired by my own weakness, 
I can't locate my resolve. 

You're clouding rationality, 

the one mystery I can't solve. 


It’s frankly strange just what you do; 
compelled to follow your every move, 
I'm naturally disobedient, 

but you're the one I listen to. 

You have me feeling helpless; 

I've never felt this way before. 
With no logic to rely on, 

no doubt it frightens me for sure. 
I've never been without control; 

it’s hard to live without. 

My fragile heart still longs for you, 
despite my constant doubt. 


It seems somehow you've reached inside 
past organs, bone, and sinew, 

to make a mess of my composure; 

create a heart that beats for you. 

You've accepted all my damage, 

all the flaws I’ve tried to hide. 

I wish I could repay you, 

for putting up with my darker side. 

I'm satisfied with what we have, 
friendship treasured, but simple it seems. 
But it’s hard to stay completely content 
when your image still haunts my dreams. 
I can't escape the thought of you, 

this life and love I'll never own. 

I may live without your love, you know, 
but I can’t survive this world alone. 


I will continue to be your shadow, 

and aid your soul that shines with gold. 
Ever by your side, if ever you need, 

I will always be yours to hold. 


Lorgive me, love, I work in ways 
I know are hard to understand. 
Despite my outward confidence, 


things never go as I had planned. 


Because after all, it will not matter, 
whichever road I choose. 

Because loving is an endless battle 
that I will always lose. 


Jen Forgash 
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More IMPORTANT I HINGS 


"TURTLES SIT ON ROCKS BY THE SEA, 
FOR BALLOONS HAVE STRINGS AND 
DOGS MAY DINE ON EXCREMENT 


MANY A TIME HAVE YOU BROKEN THE TOASTER 
BUT THE STORE’S JUST TOO FAR 
AND YOUR ANKLE IS SWOLLEN 


I ACHE WITH THE THOUGHT OF 
FALLING HARD ON CONCRETE, WHEN 
"THERE’S NO GRASS LEFT TO CUSHION 
My KNEES. AND CHILDREN WILL ASK, 

“WHY DON’T THE BIRDS SING?” 

IT HAS BEEN FAR TOO LONG 
"THE CONVENTIONAL THING 


BUT LET US RETURN TO 
MORE IMPORTANT THINGS, 
LIKE EXCREMENT, MISERY, 

BALLOONS CUT FROM STRINGS 


"THE TOASTER’S STILL BROKEN, BUT THAT IS JUST FINE 
“OuR CHILDREN WILL FIX IT, WE DON’T HAVE THE TIME.” 
But, “Ha na,” I say, “I HAVE THINGS TO DO TOO.” 
LIKE BUY A NEW TOASTER, AND NOT SHARE IT WITH YOU 


STEVEN SHEETS 


She can never help but hide and 
ty to blend in, but it never 
quite works. $0 instead she waits 
fou the moment when music 
blocks out the judgments, 
and the harsh words of people; for when 
she's able to hide inside hex 
head. She tries desperately to 
ignore every one. She s wot sure she can 
do it. The endless fuustration, 
she can never be happy with 
hersell, What would it take to block 
everyoue out? She wishes it 
was possible. She wishes so 
desperately there was 4 way out 
of the world. 


Katie Murrell 


MY Kingdom For A Broken Heart 


you see that kingdom upon the hill? 
The one crafted with a long lost skill? 
I once knew it very personally, 

Before it was taken ever so suddenly. 


You may think I have gone mad, 

But that kingdom was all I ever had, 

rt involved a woman, a beautiful one 1am told, 
one whose beauty would never qrow old. 


Her eyes sparkled like that of a starry night, 
and her auburn hatr would capture all the light. 
A laughter that could cause angels to soar, 

and a voice more powerful than a liows voar. 


MY heart she did steal with a heayy ransom, 
MY heart for all the glory that was my kingdom. 
—T agreed to risk tt all, 

I gave her my heart Just before fall. 


so here I sit in the driving snow, 
rnever knew I could hit such a low. 


well good stranger 1 feel we must part, 
sadly t traded my kingdom for a broken heart 


Zeke Pyle 
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cry weplaces a bark, 
lace to saunter is the park. 
ith your uose to the ground, and tail in the air 
Stiutting around gleeful [ 
















thout a cane. 










You've 4 bed hog, and an immoval 
Lail wags happily, with loud heavy 
wet that can never truly be replac 





ith you, uo food on the ground goes to waste. 





G0 affectionate and blissful, what do you waut in return? 


A quick belly wub, and Lone is all you yeaun, 
the way you perk your ears waking my heart, 
Hour old puppy ways refuse to part. 

“Man's best fiend is cliché, but right. 
Ouly a 00g can being such delight. «cum 


samantha Kelly 
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Mow de be Pofeot 


Sry, sony that the world sometimes sucks 
Giple de not always think you are right 
2 syudgment and opinion are ald lick, 
pd diyfleworiing you can cause a fight 


ual watadle J eval pive one tech pust lo say 


Sn ry presence, and withing tyson you 
ls in the same oom, your shines glows to Cue 
Ghd shewes you ore the most desired thing 


a re best al whal you de, 


Preause perfect is what Sthink of you 


Jbn Geist 
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The Tides Have Turned 


[ listened, again, to your song 

("ve been waiting for an answer from you for so long 
{ wanted it spelled out, { wanted if clear 

And just now [ realized, if was always here 

Engulfed in the song, the beat, the words 

“So take a risk, and fly with the birds” 

Each nofe, the voice, the vicious pound 

Close my eyes, protected, encased by sound 

The contents of this box consist of so much 

From your voice, to your glance, to your retraceable 
touch. 

The key fo this box is somewhere inside 

the ocean of echoes, the melodious fide 

Come to me quickly, creep through the door 

Hold me with you closely, start to explore 

The center of the music box, is where [ live 

(’m waiting there for you, with so much to give 

So much fo receive, so much to earn 

For you and the music you bring, ( yearn 

Travel over mountains of melody and through seas of 
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orttropomorphic Scorn. 


tis is the way the world turns 

Slower when there's naught to do 

and too fast when red numeral faces are ticking down to done 
wooden smiles echo silent tears 

and there are no excuses for letting G0 now 

woth the proof right trere glassy eyed SWUrs, and Staring 


use the alphabet and cauterize wounds 

ink Stamped bandages frat CrP fhe mind in FrCASSULrAN CLS 

because words Hat EScape the brains fc hers must conwer fre trudtre 

suger coo tne horror throw away lives for progress 

how droll biumans are in ther self imposed CAGES of justice and integrity 


lungs expand and collapse 

Qike dreams Shot through woth reality 

tendons stretch and release 

and time goes marching on 

because ever. under thre slime of decar nothing stops MOVING 
how shutting eyelids doesnt make things disappear 


just promise lies and hand out embraces 

with the confidence of a drowning sailor 

returning to those places that were alwaus foo dangerous 

only, a dittle longer a little stronger and tren control is lost 
irrationality surges unhindered cit a fetish driving t onwards 
G fixation Strang ling logic entangling reGSove freeing confi USlLove 


break into your concentration 

ike sleek seal heads 

crumbling the Wusion that the surface water is smoot 

leopard penguin blood spotted feet bared in aritropomorphic Scorn. 
how humans cry wher things dont G0 45 planned 


Lela Berger ea 


New Life 


Why are you so downcast within me, O my soul 
Why so distressed and hurting 
Immense pain is in my chest 
Iam full of anguish and despair 
My head aches and throbs 
With confusion and bitterness 
My mind takes no break 
But runs at full speed 
In the state of agony 
Which wears out body and soul 
There are no spoken words 
No listening ears 
I want what is not right, and 
What is right, I do not want 
Tears flow when no one’s looking 
Laughter comes only when forced 
Where I should find joy, I do not 
Where I do find joy, I should not 
I cannot be, or say or do anything right 
Iam worthless 
Beyond anyone’s reach 
No one knows, no one cares 
Iam but a flea 
Here to be swatted at 
Here to be smooshed 
Here to be trampled on 
Here to die 


Then I saw a hand 
Stretched out toward me 
The voice of the hand called to me 
“Grab my hand, and take courage.” 
It was the voice of the Son 
Majestic and Holy 
I took hold of his hand, and 
The voice proceeded 
“T will be with you always 
And hold your every tear 
Listen when you need an ear 
And dance when you need a cheer” 
The moment I seized his hand 
A new life began inside 


You are joyful within me, O my soul 
So uplifting and grateful 
How vast is your love for me 
Full of mercy and forgiveness 
My heart praises the living God 
With awe and wonder 
I fall to my knees 
And hold out my hands 
In the presence of the Almighty 
Who never sleeps nor slumbers 


There is no one like you 
No hand can hurt you 
I want what ts truth, and 
What ts not truth, I do not want 
Tears flow when I see people hurt you 
Laughter is widespread and frequent 
When I look for you, I find you 
When I do not look for you, I do not see you 
I cannot be, or say, or do anything without you 
Iam your servant 
Clinging to your hand 
You know me, you care for me 
Iam at your mercy 
Here to be used by you 
Here to bring you praise 
Here to share your mercy 
Here to love 


Destinee Horning 
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Photo by Stacia Creed 
Just Ice 


T think you Know me 
But you dont say hi on tre street 
T think you Say things you dont mean 


e T think you hear me ‘ 
B you ignore me comple ely) 
A bird's eye view from front- row seats 


Tts been said that, to get ahead 
You must come from behind 
The truth is, when you. Look like shit, 
You only smell Go0d te the blind 


T think I know you 
But i wont Say hi ow street 
T think Someone's poisoned my drink 


sy T think I hear you ; 
Bur TQ ignore you comple: el, 
Dirty ce rinse and repeat 


Like ice in the 6 lass of Society 
Just ice in thre 6 lass of Society 
Just ice ina 5 lass, 
The coldest rise above 


Steven Sheets 
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"A Female Like Sa 


Say ARAM ALA Llc 
SK sa aaa eel OR area oy 
A land to surmount others and to please 
CTR KRY As te 
And finally breathe, slowing down the pace, 
That once burdened his sore, wobbling knees, 
He can cherish trees, and enjoy the breeze, 
And feel the comfort of having a base, 
Call me Caesar; | have toyed with thew all, 
AKAN Ce el el Con | 
Back on, my last wishing place to reside, 
If foreigners ask, they will be denied, 
CAC LCR ANAL Amn: kel Ze 8 
No more countries will | ever pursue, 


John Giusti 
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fer name was Mancy, and the war my mother. She was smar, tively, sweet, and car- 


around the world: German, Merican, Creek, Swedish, Ttatian, lrungarian, French, 
Swiss, Russian, and of course /tnencan. Luerything he made was delicious, wheiher tt 


st, at by 
puaful dead tuck ae Zoo day, Aid ene hal, cup mth, 0c Tncrease to one teaspoonful 
of pepper, 02 dd pecans!” T atways cherished her cooking, and he often whimitcal 
names for recipes crnfled tn her creative mind, as for example the time she concocted a 
eT eine 


accounts, newspapers, acaieavian: Lande, dictionaries, avepepiiials ela infoune- 
“on, Ravel brockines, mafrs—oh, se snp tess lpewene poi apt re abi 
bemapiciavion eof hen Lerheses, fi; dene ahaa od ana aaa CVELY Manson, EV- 
ery uate and county and national park and monument around. She wold prepare a 
sovumpttiaus picnic meal and we would embak on a Ylorieus daylup. We would ge 
macetng nat fines to been ef th cal Wi the gene fo fe 


We didnt always do picnics , for having read various brochies and foodie ‘books tike 
nitions. 7a thts day, [have favorite eateries tn dozens of séates, such as } 
on buckwhed pancakes and real maple syrup al Pollys Pancake Parlor tn Sugar ttl, 
Sometimes we would tlay al a fine inn or hotel or lodge, bul offen we would camp, 
feral with a tage tent te accommodule all sir family members, then a mawvelous 


own tnlernational thavels, (0 accompany tA. Whether by tent or by trailer, we tuaveled 


from Canada to the Keys, and 10 various potnis tn the Midwest, expenuencing memo- 
rable adventines on road, ral, hat path, and weer. We would uit around a crackling 
Then, whtle my dad ertinguished the campfire and tidied up camp, usp tmtllte sated T 
would walk up te the camp-showerws by the light of the moon, atded in the mare dense- 


Mou wee istioly vofsshing queen wht sed bel poppers, carols, scallions, ond chap Lo- 
matoes taste on a seamy day tn Vortt Carolina or on a crisp aflecnoon tn the wilds 
of Maine! 


Jes, we grew our own vegelabler, rant aetaarungeen.egpremreaigr d= psa Lg el 


wth ther sun-kissed tomate essence. She was 10 happy, radiant tn her vintle. She had 
the most remarkable smite, a beauiifid hansyormationdal brtliance thal yladdened all 
looked. 


Lveywhere we went, people would comment on ou resemblance to one another. One 
day my faiher, mother, and [wee ceiving tn Carbondale, P44, and wee wopped at 

a ved tight. 4 woman crossing the sree look one look al us and exclaimed as dhe 
parsed, "You can sme tell whose daughter she tt!" "The resemblance 01 haunting, as my 
American litercaime profersror told me on the day thet my mother and L decided she 
was going to visit my classes, when L was a college student al Ruigers. 1 am delighted 
Zo look 10 much tike my mother, delighted (00 Co canny he. name as my own middle 


Lu addition to being sweet, my mother was dinar. She would ypend hows reacting, 


places, and politics, she would thoroughly read an article eS 
“tds dipatin antinenintapant Nierl Reagle Zadecl np lave of loniuage aid libediue 
was nourished by her highty literate example. She was tndeed exemplary. CYfled with a 
factlity for languages, she would eccaiionally speak French phrases, which ar a chtld L 
eagerly learned, and she would sometimes use cute and tilting Swedish expressions (her 
ethnic heritage) ar well. Sometimes shed even tnvent words, words thal ently my fam- 

tly and 1 knew, a secred code. She had a great sense of humor, and Lamttle as L recall 


her. witty comments and habtts. Incidentally, when [ took rrench tn college, my pro- 
fersor declared that I had ‘a lovely French accent!” Fortunately ut didut inteyere with 

my Russian language Wudy: [took Russian al the same lime. French and Russian ave 
sonically quite distinct, but posed no problem to me, and Lam convinced thal L owe 
all te my mother, for providing such a linguistically rich envionment. L retuned 
the favor, teaching her Spanish words and phrases when LT took three years of thal tan- 


How LD wish that my relentlersly busy academic and profersional schedule had permit 


early adulthood. My mother laved music, and 10 L grew up hearing magnificent lunes 
uch aa Rhapsody tn Blue; the were and record player were always on. We weld ge vo 
733 concerts, rock concerts, pop concerts, classical concerts, musicals: you name tt, we 
attended tt. Li was Glortous. We wotld st (here, raf expressions upon our faces. Later 
on, she would sing 02 hum 0 whirile tunes from the music we had savored. The beatit- 


My mother war my conitland’ companion, my faithful champion. We wold go out 
clottes shopping, then go te tunch fora 7-bone sieak, poiaie, and huge satad-bar cre- 
ation, 0 a salad and sandwich, and discuss politics, movies, concerts, plays, lavels, 
my academic career....She watched with pride and please as L pursued my 0.77, N77, 
and Ph.0., one offer the other, with no break in beiween, beaming with poy thal my 
to me ar T described hey concepts T was leaning in my classes and tn my research. 
She was erpectally interested tn 7S. Lliot 1 tdea of the objective conelative’ and the 
she would accompany me to the University of Delaware, where [earned my (4.0. She 
wold settle inte a comfortable chat. and read books tn the Monis Library all day 
while L attended classes, then we would head of te a nice dinner and discuss wheal we 
cach had learned. 


any way boisterous; thal war certainty net the case. Yet she had a way ¥ commanding 
attention and appreciation: People geavitaied towards her, eager to anrwer her volu- 
ertensively on the newspaper tn high school, and possessed guite a vhill of dhawing 
people out. Everyone eryayed her considerable tatents. She wold learn 10 much, Wad 


put natieally interested tn people and thet. endeavers. 7h she satd—and 4 a phitoso- 
phy Lembnace at well, "T know what 1 know, and T dant need to hear mysel, ypeak 
about tt. 1 want (0 learn about ethers!” 


Thinking of my dea mother, 10 many imager and sensations ipring to mind. One of, 
my favorites involves her coming tuto the haute, a huge vmtle on her face, gardening 


gloves on and a gorgeous ypray of roses from our trellis graspaed gently tn her hands. 


on the table for us all to enyoy. She was a devoted gardener, in the yao before aril - 
“is prevented her from tending to the blossoms. We grew everyiling You can (Magne, 
from azaleas lo ztnMtas, semlenainds. deeasteete hee there was never a month when 
flourished under her caryfil mintsiations. Life hell wat a garden of debight with her 
ey ee ee a aes farce a a ae ee 


tnto and oll of bed. 


One day, aa my mother war climbing the viairs (0 take a bath, she experienced a tharp 
patn tn her chest. She tmmediaiely went to the doctor, whe sent her to a speciali’ who 


some testi. The teals revealed a 90% blockage tn her artentesr. The prognosis? 
A massive, fatal heart attack 0 virake was due any day. She needed a stent tnseried. 


On Jity 3, 2007, my mother went inte the hospital for a cardiac caiheieriz2ation, a 
procedure in which a tiny melal lube would be threaded up ta her heart. Due (0 her 
dangerous, bid open heat uagery was not an option, given her medical fuagility. The 
ent procedure wat going oe a oe ees oe ee Then, the 


ene : 
sonia de atau We de not fault the hospital and wugeons fer this outcome 
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Sill, being on a ventilator caries certain rishi, wuch as lung infections, and celait 
al a time, my mother was MPO: ‘noiting by mouth” was permitted. Va food, no wa- 


Though the months that followed, months that iretched inte years, my mother lived 
home. Living a a skilled nursing facility with a "vent und t1 expensiwe: $35,000 a 
month, a fact which we carefully hid from her. She would have been howified. Cadually 
her. medical costs soaed to $3 mttlion. 


Lvery day, ofler werk, L would go to whatever facility my mother was tn and ypend as 
much time as posstble with her. Sometimes, though, a depaiment, faculty, 0r commit 
tee meeting would prevent that; [ would get out too tale. MNy dad, however, visited her 
During the summer, taking advantage of thal swmmertong "vacation thed academia 
uniquely offards, T began spending whale days with my mother, oflen as many as 70 
hous ata time, lepping out only to permit the workers le change her bediling, give 
her. medications, and clean her venl apypardtits. L had won a sweepriakes prom NMVeiflix 
which provided me with thee movies a week for five year, a wonderful prize which 
Lam will enpoytng. LT purchased a portable DVO player, and L brought moves tt 

to watch with her, whenever she war up to tt. Sometimes she was, and we savored the 
filmes. Often, though, she was not. ter health varied pom month le month. Sometimes 
she seemed ) healthy. Other times, she was vouch down by various opportu- 
nisb6ic (mpecttons: pneumonia, URSA, C. dif fictle, wtnay-ladk imgections 

wtih delirium. For a few amazing months, she actually got well enough to have the 
ventilator removed, What a yoyous day that was! fer lungs had gotten tang enough 
for her to breaihe on her own. The nursing facttitys vent director had said decisively 
Hat she would never be able to get of the vent. L think she managed 10, gust to wow 


Yet gradually her medical problems worsened. In December 2008, she wuffered her first 
precious woman mearntained her beautiful vmile. veryone—doctort, surgeons, nurses, 
nurses’ astiulants, visitors—everyone commented on her beautifid ymtle, her amaz— 
uracked her body. But she always had a wonderful mile and hug far me, and we at- 
ways exchanged word of lave and encowagement. 7. much as the wat able, dhe con- 
tinued to watch the news on the televirion. Though she geew (00 weak (0 read 02 write, 


Lt was with heavy heats thal we had (oe tell her, on Marwh 20, 2010, that her 0n Don- 
ald had died of erophagedl cancer. We did not want to tell her, for she war suffering al 
this point prom double pneumonia, seplicemta, C. diff, and a UTL, bid tt war neces- 
dary: Donald had always been the one to close out the visitation schedule, saying as 
late as the ruler would allow. She would have wondered where he wet. She look the news 

Too weak to breathe on her own as she battled simultaneous infections, she had been 
ey. le had to attend Dons funcral without her Hrow patnfid for ua all. 


ther biritday was May 17 We celebrated tt as beat we could. We brought her flowera— 
Gerbera daisies, her favortie. [ baught her a big, cheeyiul balloon, shaped the a bird. 
She sintled at the balloon and flowers. L told her, "101 your 7h birthday!” She vmetled 
agatn and shook her head weakly, as Uf 10 say, ‘Yow can thi be? trow can 1 have 


Vat many days offer, she sipped tnio a coma. One evening, ai L was visting her af- 
ter a tong, tiring day at werk, she began trembling. L alerted the nurse, whe broughi tn 
the dactar. They montiovred for setzue activtty. She had had a svmall setzwe tn May of 
2008, and L was perpetually worsted thal she would have another, more setous one—or 
perhafrs a Woke, a medical emergency that the had woernted about her entire life. We 
used to discuss that, and shed say, ‘Uf 7 have to have something bad, [hope ts purl a 
hear attack, and Lim done. 1 dont want a sieoke. 1 dont wani to te there, un- 
able ta speak, to read, (0 move.” Thank goodne, she never did suffer a woke, bul vo 
me UW seemed ar Uf she wads expenencing the 
CZ? 2010, as the family was visting hee, her left hand and am began te 
heemble perktly. The nurse happened to be coming into the 00m lo change her bediing, 
and LT said, Muse, [think shes setzing.” [Indeed she was. She war washed to the nearby 
harprttit, bul during the brief ambulance ude, the seizure had progeeed tnlo a grand 
complications were developing. ee We beep finding more things 


My mother died, early tn the morning of May 7/—Memorial Day, her famtly ab her 
Sha oh tne that Donald was line in ipint. This preciout-weman who cout $2 
mtllion was pricelers to me. She was a lovely woman, a a wonteyiul mother, a great 
frtend—"the bestest tn the whole world,” as T told he. 10 many times through the years. 
Words can never begin to express how wondeyul she war, nor how much L mts her. 
At the funeral viewing, we made sme thal the was swnounded by flowers, the flowers 


hid she 10 loved. 
Qe. Keven Nancy Schramm 
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The Gleaner 


High School Writing 
Competition 


The English Department 
is very happy to have sponsored its fourteenth 
high school writing competition, 
which was designed to showcase the work 


of young writers in the area. 


— Billboards 


Airbrushed perfection seeping from every pore 

effortless beauty from the billboard girl 

that you saw last summer next to the skyline 

and you werent sure which you wanted more. 

But then she was next to you passenger side 

as you sped your car down 1-95 

and the way she was made you nervous, made you sweat — 
you hoped she wouldnt notice. 

And you reached to touch her but stopped 

because you didnt know how 

besides you dont need affection because she’s beautiful, and 


you love her for that. 


Sarah Shaddock 

Council Rock North High School 
Mr. Stadnycki 

Grade 10 


PT {. 


Laundry 
Iam now your old t-shirt. 


The one that you wore to town 
you wanted everyone to think 
you were smooth, laid back, 
Worth staring at. 


The one you brought to the park, 

in late spring 

The canopy had formed again 
The weather perfected the flavor 
of ice cream. 


The one you covered 

with a light sweater 
going to the movies 

or on subway trains 
Heading home 

from the bright city lights. 


All the while, the colors 

faded to a dusty pastel 

Contrasting against 

stains you made—that linger 

cannot be washed out. 

Holes began as little 

pricks from carelessness but grew, 
Un-mended —years of use left me Worn. 


I shrank. 

You noticed your arm 

Uneasy around my sleeves, I felt 
Tight around your chest 

Though not in the same way 

that made it hard for you to breathe 
like before. 


We no longer fit. I was to remain 

in this state, the result of all your memories 

As you were to move on and find another for you 
To wear. 


Monique Briones 

Central Bucks South High School 
Ms. Perry 

Grade 12 
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| Veows Girl and He Bucket 
I watched GQ girl pick Up earthworms during G@ down 


pow, 

S he rescued trom, 

moving them in a bucket slung over her left arm. 
They couldnt thank her. 

Could nt appreciate salvation. 

Bud still, she coaded through puddles 

rubber boots casting tidal CGLVES, 

gertde hands taking UP Wrlgg ling bodies 

and safe guarding them in the shelter of her bucket. 
And Tw jealous of the worms. 

nigh: Bike vette weg Sean taaiain Meee 
low rain coat, and Im ignored 

Writhing on wet concrete, 

Where if my bucket? 


Alex Grahaw 
Mrs. Kosa 
Grade 11 


Overture of Color 


Muted plucking notes 

The sound pulsating slightly, deep breaths, 
crescendos a bit, then 

Falling. The vibrato adds depth to the violins ochre, 
Compliments the sliver-blue of the flutes 

Then transforms the orchestra 

Into a prideful scarlet 

The harp’ pastel notes float 

On top of the vibrant tones of the French horn, 

A bold instrument that radiates a deep maroon. 
Suddenly, 

A lonely violin calls out in the silence, 

Nearly fading into the abyss 

A melancholy lavender note at the peak, 

Then supported by the piano, 

and creates a foundation the group can grow upon, 
Swelling with the crash of cymbals. 

Normally the color of confusion, the orange bleeds 
Into the brass like the mixing of metal. 

The bass a deep indigo, overwhelming at first, 

but pushed back by a red wine swell from the violas. 
Shimmering chimes scatter the line of sound, 

A suspension following up. 

A final tug at strings. 


Alise Peckjian 

Lower Moreland Township High School 
Dr. Kimberly McGlonn-Nelson 

Grade 11 


—Wofting Dy 


K gust off shore is stirred 

Dhe boat's sail is filled 

Kising beneath the wings of a bird 
The winds direction is tilled 


Shrough Hfrican desert and plain 
St leaps lke flames through the ar 
Tousting a tion's mane, 

ut scarcely Ungering there 


K.soars to a town unnamed 
‘Where it rips as a blzgardy ice 
Fierce, terrible, deadly, untamed, 
Ss the herald of wintry vice 


Gently now it wafts 

To busy up a young child's kite 
Wisping, terribly soft 

The child observes the flight 


Dhe same wind travels mites 

Sis understanding and wisdem grow 

Says the wind, “S bring both pain and smuted: 
Sut al Ff ve seen, no one will know 


Stamnah Kruman 
Gouncit Rock North Kigh Schoot 


“All | Have” 


When I awaken on the hardwood floor in the small bedroom my twin sister and 

I inhabit, 1 am not sure for how long I was passed out. Addy is back, sitting with 
her legs pulled close to her, chin resting on her Rnees. The bruises on her wrists 
where he held her down are forming. Her pants are torn, her face streaked with 
tears, her flame red hair more matted than usual. I rub her back while my heart 
breaks. 

“We have to get out of here. We can do it.,” Addy croaks. Always, since we were 
by some huge injustice placed in this hell, I wanted to leave. Addy, as the level- 
headed sister, never thought it would worr. 

We need to save money, so while our aunt and uncle assume we're cleaning, 
we’re really searching for change. We also secretly pilfer slices of bread, cans of 
vegetables and soup, and anything else that we think will not spoil too quickly. 
After three weeks, we have nine dollars and forty-eight cents and a good amount 
of food in an old duffle bag. Addy is making a plan for the night we leave. | hear 
her at night thinking out loud and feel guilty. I want to help, but Rnow that I will 
only complicate things. 

After our parents died, Adeline literally became all I have. It makes sense to 

beat the dumb pathetic twin. Addy always has at least three bruises, courtesy of 
our aunt and uncle, but I am ignored. Lately, the typical number of bruises has 
increased and Addy’s spirit decreased. Yesterday we were doing the dishes and 
Adeline dropped a pot. I covered my eyes with my hands, a reluctant witness. 

My aunt’s scream was followed by a loud CRACK. I removed my hands and 
opened my eyes to see the counter covered with blood and broken teeth. She had 
pounded Adeline’s face into the counter. Tears ran down my sister's face. | knew 
she wanted to flee upstairs, but she had to stay, unless she wanted more abuse. 
When this happens, Rnowing Adeline is suffering is excruciating. We kept quiet as 
I cleaned the counter. 

“I have a plan,” Addy says. I’m scared, but I focus on her battered face. Swallow- 
ing my fear, I nod. Adeline says we need to trick our uncle into not locking our 
door. If we find a way to make our uncle leave the house first, our aunt will never 
think to lock us in. 

“So what’s the only reason they leave the house apart when they have the same 
destination?” 

“When they fight,” I say. Her plan is good, not foolproof. Addy says she will be the 
instigator, but I insist. I can afford a few bruises if this backfires. Addy cannot. 
The next night, they are storming around the house preparing to leave. My mouth 
is dry, stomach dropping, heart pounding in my chest. 

“Who’s Karen? She visited Uncle Rob yesterday.” Our aunt is insanely jealous. | 
am hoping she will disregard us, focusing solely on him. She is unaware of the 
time our uncle forces Adeline to spend with him in their bedroom for one reason: 
she would murder Addy. Her face screws up, first in confusion, which then morphs 
into fury. Enraged, she dashes out of the room. Addy and I are forgotten. We 
scramble out of the kitchen and to our bedroom. 

Too scared to breathe, we listen to the screaming and smashing. Then the front 
door opens and slams. 

“CHEATING BASTARD!” The front door opens and closes again, Adeline and I run 
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into the hallway. I glance out the window and see darkness. The cover of night 

~ comforts me. I truly feel liberated for the first time. Ten steps to freedom. Eight. 
Nervous excitement runs through my veins, and I’m sure my stomach if going to 
burst. Three steps. 1 grab Adeline’s hand. Two. 

Adeline opens the door. We walk outside, feeling exhilarated. 

“WHERE ARE YOU GOING’?!” He’s back. So this is what it’s like to be a deer 
caught in the headlights. Adeline pulls my hand, and we are running. Faster than 
we ever have, faster than we’ve ever been allowed, we run. BANG! My ears are 
ringing and they hurt. I glance over, completely horrified. Adeline'’s shoulder, 
mangled and bloody, a sight so horrendous my shoulder aches. For some reason | 
cannot stand anymore. 

I awake in what looks like a hospital, feeling as if have been asleep for years. I 
try standing, but am restrained to the bed. A woman comes into the room and in- 
troduces herself as Dr. Buelher. She shoots me a pitiful look, but I do not deserve 
her pity. Addy does, but I can’t remember where she ts. 

“Let’s start with the basics. Do you know where you are?” 

“A hospital?” 

“Very good. What is your full name’?” 

“Savannah Jo Mitchell.” 

“What happened after your parents died?” 

“Adeline and I were placed with our aunt and uncle. Where’s Addy? He shot her!” 
“They were abusive, correct?” 

‘That’s an understatement. Where is Addy?” 

“Tell me about your sister. ’ 

“She’s all I have. I got her shot. Where is she?” Picturing Addy's bloody, unrecog- 
nizable shoulder, I try standing again. Trapped, I feel like a caged animal. 
“Savannah, nothing in this situation is your fault. Tell me where Adeline was 
shot.” 

“Her shoulder. I don’t need your help, Addy does. Where is she?” I’m panicking, 
pushing hard against the restraints. 

“Savannah, look at your shoulder.” 

“I don’t want to. Adeline is all I have. Where’s Addy?!” 

“Give me a couple moments of your time and cooperate, and you will under- 
stand.” I move my white gown from my shoulder because this is the only way to 
find Addy. I look down and see a huge white bandage covering my entire shoul- 
der. 

“What happened? Adeline’s shoulder. . . .” 

“No, Savannah, it was you. It was always you. Adeline doesnt exist.” 


Concetta Sloss 
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“Cat-Sittins for My Neighbors” 


| sit down to writ¢ this essay after walking back from my ngighbor’s 
hous¢ two doors down. They’r¢e a middiz-aged couple, fairly well off fi- 
nancially, and they like to take a few weeks around the Christmas holi- 
day to travel down to Plorida and ¢seapg the cold of the northeastern 
winters for a whilg. I serve as their housg sitter while they're away, tak- 
ing care of the two eats they leave behind. The eats arg friendly, the job 
is gasy, and the pay is generous, bat | have to admit the hous¢ ean get a 
little eregpy when you’r¢ along in it, even if it’s only for a short period of 
time. It’s the largzst and oldgst housg¢ in the nzighborhood by far, closz 
to two hundred ygars old, and thanks to aftzr school clubs and activities 
and the inergasingly short winter days, I oftgn don’t get there until aj- 
ter dark. Now, I want to makg it elgar, | don’t beligvg in ghosts. I've never 
seen anything that would prove their existeneg. But when I’m in the base- 
ment refilling the eats’ food bowls, and all | have to s¢¢ by is an ancignt 
lighting system that should’ve been replaced ygars ago, and now casts 
a feeble glow in the middle of the room and Igaves the farthest corners 
in shadow, | start to doubt. Then | hgar a loud bump upstairs, too loud 
for a cat and I can’t help but rush through my job and get out the door 
as quickly as I can. But I’ve come to realize, it is not the fear of a single 
shost that bothers mg, it is the idga of living in a world where ghosts ¢x- 
ist. As I’ve said before, | do not believe in ghosts, and so, when the night 
ends and the unknown r¢eegd¢s to the light of day, the light that I Know 
and have grown comfortable with, | can shake off the fzars of the previ- 
ous night and go on like nothing ever happened, like this day was just 
like every other dag. If ghosts did in fact exist, everything | know would 
be changed. | would have to dgal with a foreg that I have no control over, 
that has power I do not know how to fight, that could appgar and haunt 
m¢ at anytime, and whosg intentions and attitude towards mg I have no 
idga about. Every night would be a struggi¢ to get to sleep. 

It is fear of the unknown that troubles mg, that drives mg from that housg. 
‘And it was walking back from that samg housg¢ today that I decided that 
this fear is illogical. I’m running away from a hous¢ beeaus¢ of a sound 
that could be caused by any multitude of rzasons. Cven if it was some 
sort of spirit that | couldn’t explain, that dogs not mgan it feels any mal- 
ieg towards m¢. By remaining in fzar of something | Know nothing about, 
’'m avoiding the problem, and | will never find a solution. 

When | think of the social conflicts that continug to plagug the world 


On 


_ today, as they have throughout history, | bgligve it is this same fear of 
the unknown that is the driving foreg. It seems much of humanity has 
long sineg given up on living and dealing with this fear; rather, we ergat¢ 
belizfs to assuage our fzars and treat them as fact, then get upset when 
anyong challenges us. 1 believe that fear is the hgart of intolzraneg, and 
has been sineg the dawn of history, sineg the first time ong group met 
another and the other’s ¢xisteneg caused them to doubt themselves. Who 
are they? Will they attack us? flow do they feel about us? What if, in ong 
way or another, they arg somehow better than us? We do not have the 
answers to these questions, and ther¢ is no way to determing for surg, 
so we make them up. We arg the superior raeg, we arg and always will he 
right, and our word is the truth. And we makg it trug by foreg. Any who 
contest this beligf arg put down out of fear that what we have com¢ to 
believe is not trug, that we do not Rnow the answers, and w¢ have been 
wondering around in the dark all along. 

| 80 to a suburban high school. | gxperigneg clash¢s of culture every 
day. Arguments break out over lunch about homosexuality, xenopho- 
bia and immigration, szxism, racism, and religion, and at the znd of the 
period, the food has gong ungaten and the lunech-goers Igave red-faced 
and unsatisfied. Arguing dogs not work; all it can do is Izad to violgneg. 
The only solution is to try to understand the other sidg, to investigate 
and find out what makes the terrifying nois¢g in the other room, to fae¢ 
our fzar. Maybe it turns out they’re not that bad, that they're similar to 
us and they mgan us no harm, that the sound in the other room was just 
a chair being knocked over by a eat. But perhaps we cannot understand 
the other sidg, we find we have irreconcilable differenegs, we walk into 
the room and therg is no explanation, the room is gmpty. That’s oRayg too. 
We ean econtinug to exist, separated by a wall, but side by sidg, as long 
as we acegpt that gach person, no matter how different, has the right to 
live pzgaegably as they se¢ fit and believe whatever they choos¢. Muman- 
ity has no answers, no ong right way to live. The sooner we acegpt that 
the sooner we will all be right. 


Mac Pinley 

Pennridse High School 
Mrs. Kosa 

Grad¢ I1 





Lsmiled at everyone kL could; my face felt numb from holding the same exPression for hours, 
yet didn t care. Phis was the best day of my life. Nothing could dampen my spirits; the sun was 
out and was, for once, incredibly joyful. t shook everyones hand, thanked them for coming, 
and beamed at them as they gave me their customary, Congratulations. Many of them looked 
uncomfortable, however, as if they felt this whole occasion had come too Quickly. 
‘We had jumped into the marriage thing a little soon, L supposed, but X still felt like it was the 
best choice I had ever made. H just felt right. She was everything L wanted, and everything t 
knew k needed. We were Perfect for each other. Her brilliance, her beauty, everything about her 
counteracted my aws, and when Lwas with her, my whole being seemed to revolve around her. 
Surely she was my match made in heaven. 
K gazed at the crowd, hoping k could make her out within the festivities. We had decided to throw 
a small party directly before the wedding service: a little luncheon to ease the tension we both 
knew would be growing between our families. } couldn t see her over the cluster of tables and 
People, but k gured maybe she was still getting dressed Lkept scanning the crowd, hoping i 
might spot her beautiful face. Suddenly I glimpsed something strange. An indescribable fear 
raised the hair on the back of my head Lhegan to push my way through the crowd, hurrying to 
try to get a better view. 

For a brief moment, my heart seemed to stop; my stomach felt like it had leapt straight up 

into my throat. H wasn t possible. t couldn t be! And yet. rubbed my eyes furiously, hoping 
the apparition would disappear. Time had slowed to a crawl; the PeoPle around me appeared to 
have fallen silent, but continued to laugh. and converse. My pace Quickened, my suit apping as 
i prayed that what 1 saw was my imagination. Yet there he was, Playing with that bloodred re 
truck. Phe little yeryearrqld was driving the toy along the table at which. he sat, clapping to 
himself with ghastly delight. 

I had seen this child before. Ht had been a feverish, horrifying nightmare. Phe night before, 4 
had dreamt that the world was being torn from beneath my feet, as if the entire Barth itself was 
ripping apart. I had run for safety, screaming for help, but all 1 found was the bey Playing with 
his truck, ignoring the carnage around him. With angelic Cor Perhaps demonic) glee, he had 
turned his head to me, his bright blue eyes xed upon my own. In that instant J had awoken in 
a cold sweat, my body wracking with tremors. 
At that time, his appearance had brought stability, reality. But here, at my wedding? The day 4 
would be married to the woman of my dreams? This couldn t be. Suddenly i screamed, my calm 
drowning in an apoPlectic fury. Sweat dripped down my forehead, Panic ooded my voice: 

What are you doing here?! ‘Niy voice was lost in the chatter, hut the small boy still beamed in 
my direction. Leave me alone’ 


Ok 


This is your punishment, he whispered, his yoice Piercing through. both the noise and my soul 
_ dike a knife. 

Phat seared me more than anything else, more than the fact that this blissful day might be just 
a dream. His words made my bleed run cold 

Punishment? 1 stammered, staring down at him. This. isn t real, is it? 

The boy laughed and pushed the re truck slowly around his Plate. Of course not. 

L couldn t believe it. Somehow, what he sPoke was the truth, but. how could it be? Flow can this 
not be real? Phis woman and L. Lremember clearly, every single day Lye spent with 

her. Ht has to be real! A. dream is not this vivid 

Ah, The boy cocked his head to one side, Then tell me, what is her name? 

Name? L. She is. The realization suddenly dawned upon me that E did not know, that I had 
never known. Kdont know, Lbreathed, defeated Phere was nothing Lcould do. L looked around 
helplessly, hoping to catch. one last glance of the beautiful woman Lwas to marry. Disturbingly, 
L couldn t seem to remember what she looked like. So what happens now? Do kwake up? & 
asked, Pain in my ees. 

"Wake up? The boy s laugh tore at my heart. Youre not sleeping 
Perplexed, k merely stared at him. Answer me this, then, Ewhispered as I felt myself slipping 
away. ‘Who are you? 

A-memory now. With a look of intense hatred and contempt, the boy turned his head skyward 
as the world around us began to fade inte nothingness. 
Beep... beep.. beeP. Fhe heart monitor was relentlessly chirping away, revealing that the broken 
man on the bed was still somehow alive, desPite his injuries. 

Doctor, As nurse by the bedside looked up from her clipboard as a man in a white lab coat 
stepped into the room. 

‘Yes ? "he doctor sighed as he walked over to the battered body. 

His condition is stable, but. He seems to have slipped into a coma. 

Rubbing his temple, the doctor slipped his other hand into his Pocket. 1 thought as much. That 
was a horri ¢ accident, Hs a wonder he survived The nurse covered her mouth, realizing the 
hidden meaning behind the doctor s words. No. Phe boy? He. died? Just under an hour ago. 
There was nothing we could do. This man will live, but the child he hit.. Ll inform the family. 
‘You keep tabs on him, call me if anything changes. As the doctor s footsteps faded away, the 
beeping continued, the nurse sobbed. and the man on the bed, oblivious to the world around him, 
lay silent with a tormented look upon his face. 


John Yerdieck 
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“The Raise” 


It was a normal Tuesday night. I had just walked from a difficult day at high 
school to the minimum wage job I held at Party Fair. At school, I had been the 
diligent honor student who stood at the vanguard of my class. Here, I was atop 

a ladder, working as a humble stock boy, filling shelves with disposable utensils, 
table covers, and those ubiquitous beanie babies. It crossed my mind that each of 
the beanie babies I held was worth more than an hour of my effort. Earning seven 
dollars an hour, I was worth less to society than each insipid, stuffed monkey 
with its tongue rolled out. My eyes glazed over as I pondered how I had managed 
to deign myself to this current position. 

I was certainly worth more than my pay. After all, at sixteen, I was undoubtedly 
more skilled and mature than the teachers and parents who ruled my life. Teen- 
agers are notorious for their sense of superiority; but mine was justified. After all, 
suffering through acne must be more difficult than anxiously awaiting one’s colo- 
noscopy results. If my parents’ age and experience had earned thousands, why 
was I still earning single digits? The world was against me. Surely, no average 
teenager had felt this way before. 

But what could be done? I needed the money to provide for basic necessities: 
jeans that were already ripped, sneakers that made me look athletic, and lucky 
underwear for good karma. My parents had selfishly refused to spend their 
“hard-earned money” on these fashion staples. I could quit the job, but heaven 
forbid I wear K-mart! There must be another solution, a way to earn more with- 
out quitting my demeaning occupation; I would ask for a raise! 

My mother had received a raise about a year ago and so I knew they must be 
granted easily. My mother could not have deserved such a reward; teachers 
scold teenage students for forgetting their homework, while my mother forgets my 
brother's name. At the time, however, asking for a raise seemed terrifying. Man 
rarely faces a test of his own worth, and I was put to the challenge. Was I worth 
seven dollars an hour, or eight? 

The first opponent I had to face was not my boss, but myself. I engaged in a battle 
of self-doubt versus self-confidence. Butterflies fluttered through my body's core 
and manifested themselves as utterances of encouragement. I spoke into a mir- 
ror, ‘You can do this! Show your boss who's boss!” This quickly deteriorated into 
a quick session of doubt, deriding myself on the most personal level “You can't do 
this. You can't even work the register!” My response was more outrageous arro- 
gance: “At eight dollars an hour, you would be a king! Tell him, without the raise, 
you will quit, and Party Fair will crumble without its best stock boy.” 

Confidence had won the battle. I finally convinced myself that I deserved the 
raise. I was a cheetah, ready to pounce. I looked to my boss’ dank office, stepped 
from the mirror’s reflection, and strutted to the door. Not the office door -the exit 
door. I needed a breather. Cheetahs can only hunt in short spurts. 

Eventually, I crept to the door, silently, as if to ambush my boss with the question. 
I would use the element of surprise to catch him off guard. Perhaps he would say 
yes before he could think to say no. 


I turned the corner and sealed my fate. 

In a glance, his beady eyes looked greedily towards me. He scowled in my direc- 
tion. Somehow, he was able to convey all this malevolence in a brief second before 
staring back at the work on his desk. He was a despicable scourge to hardworking 
employees. He was Dickens’ Scrooge and Stowe’s Simon Legree. I was Tiny Tim 
and Uncle Tom rolled into one. 

He began with a typical, vulgar remark: “Hey! How was your weekend?” 

“It was good. Listen... I was... well.., like... I was... um... thinking about some- 
thing” 

“Yes? What is it?” He removed his glasses and put a yellow top hat atop his curly 
brown hair. He looked strangely like Gene Wilder 

“Well, I really well...need some... like...extra cash...to. . .you know... buy stuff My 
speaking skills were unsurpassable. There was no way he could deny me a ratse 
now. | 

“Are you asking for a raise, Theo?” inquired my boss, with a somewhat confused 
tone in his voice. 

“Essentially.” My voice had grown so quiet that I was sure he had not heard me. 
He donned a bright purple blazer and stood up with the help of a cane. He said, 
“I'm sorry.” I scolded myself for my hubris, but before I could degrade myself 
further, he continued. “I have a better solution. Business has been rough and these 
brown hairs are turning grey. I have been looking for a successor for my factory.” 
I had never heard anyone call Party Fair a factory before, but I was too anxious 
to consider it at length. “I need someone to make the plastic utensils and invent 
the new beanie babies. You, my friend, will be ‘Mr. Party.’” Although I did not 
recall moving from the office, we were both suddenly in a glass elevator, suspend- 
ed above a vast factory. The machinery was operated by short orange men with 
green hair. These employees were peculiar; instead of asking for smoking breaks, 
they were singing a catchy jingle. My boss had placed a crown made of plastic 
spoons atop my head to symbolize my appointment. Best of all, I would receive 
$8.25 an hour instead of $8.00. I was a king among kings. 

I looked up again, but I was no longer in a phantasmagorical factory. I looked 
around to see that I was still on my ladder holding an overpriced beanie baby. It 
was 8:30 PM. I had daydreamed half the work day away. 

Determined to run the gauntlet once more, in real life, I stepped off my ladder to- 
wards my boss’ door. But before my right foot lifted from the last step, I suffered a 
twinge of doubt: if I had spent the last three hours daydreaming, perhaps I didn't 
deserve a raise. I took a few steps up and continued to stock the stuffed animals. It 
was a normal Tuesday night. 


1 Theodore Caputi 

Council Rock High School North 
Ms. Hall 

Grade 10 


- a 
2 2 - 7 ¢ ‘= 4, : a 4 
® g a is » 
e a s @ 4 S - -_ q _ q e 









= , : : - Pb %% aoe. ae ae pee mie 
a 7 7 - a a o9 - qa he a : ot — eS ate 
~T | Te SF OV Be: Lines: Seon eee pee oie * 
- > * - <@ > 1,8 eo «, * i= ay, ('_ - - 
a «£ - bas ® - * 7 af ss es > —_ « © o , e 7 a 2 = ©é 
. . nea ot f 





p> my ws > 7 Tg - 


a. 


*) 


- - > - 4 a ar) 5 
S$ a ax ihe ¥ a. eo 
is 4 ey 


pa 





A 


” 


» 


. 


* 


oe 


a 


+ 


» 


<e 


” 


= 


‘ 





plagiarism unknowingly occurring within. 





